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When hell freezes over 


Author's Notes: 

| wanted to write a Jack and Meg fic for so long and finally managed to finish this one. | hope you guys enjoy! 
It mainly focuses on their relationship as they start spending time together again after they divorced and 
they're back from touring. Plenty of dialogue in this one and no smut but | was more focusing on the 
atmosphere and Jack's feelings.. | hope it's entertaining anyway! 


Jack wasn't surprised when he got Meg's call in the afternoon Actually, he was surprised she waited till mid- 
afternoon to call him. The weather forecast for Detroit and the surrounding areas had been ominous since two 
days and the morning news presenters locally made it very clear that the weather would deteriorate fast as 


from late afternoon. Everyone in town and around the city was warned about the snow storm. 


Jack didn't like the cold and that kind of weather but he grew up with it and he was used to deal with it. Same 
for Meg, except that she never managed to get accustomed to it. Actually, it was the contrary. As she grew 
older, she started to really despise snow, to the point of feeling physically sick and anxious at its sight. The 
guitarist would remember the few Christmases they spent when they were together and after they got 


married. It was always a struggle if they had to leave the house and brave the snow to go somewhere. Even 


staying indoor when it was snowing outside was making her feeling very uncomfortable. 


Eventually she had called. He would come over, of course. After her phone call, he waited another hour before 
heading to her place, trying to clear his head a little before getting in his car and driving to her house. It had 
been more than one year since they spent an evening together. Sure, they would do that while on tour but it 
wasn't the same. They were rarely really alone on tour, and even when they were, it was on the bus or at a 


hotel, and it was at work somehow, not at his or her place. 


It was almost 6 o'clock in the evening when he arrived at Meg's house. She must have seen him park into her 
driveway because the garage door opened out of nowhere. Jack had just stopped the car. He restarted it and 
drove further into the garage. Meg's car was parked inside as well, on the right. She had parked neatly against 
the wall to leave plenty of room for Jack's bigger car. Jack put his thick winter jacket back on and hurried 
outside of the garage, heading towards the front porch. It wasn't a long distance and it wasn't that cold yet 
but the wind was blowing nastily since it had started to snow half an hour ago. 


The front door opened and Meg let him in. Jack pulled her in his arms for a greeting hug. 

"Hey... Thanks for coming over," Meg said 

"No problem," Jack answered as he took off his jacket and hung it on the coat rack next to the door. 
The guitarist followed Meg into the house. 


"You should close the curtains," Jack said as he walked in the living room and saw the big bay window 


overlooking the garden where snow was accumulating already. 
"Which curtains?," Meg asked with a smirk. 


Jack gave another look and noticed there were no curtains or blinds at the window. There was a rod above the 


window but nothing hanging from it. 


"| didn't think of those things when | moved in, then we were gone for the promo and the tour..." she said to 


justify herself. 


When they divorced, they were in the middle of recording their second album and right after the aloum was 
released, they did the usual promotional trips around the world followed by a long world tour. Buying curtains 
for the new house she had moved into after their divorce had been the last thing on her to-do list. 


Now, it had been over a year since the divorce and it was the first time Meg was back at her house for a 
long period. They hadn't planned or discussed any new album yet. A long break and rest was in order so she 
would probably be here for a while now. Maybe she would buy curtains. Later, in spring, where the was no 
more snow, which would then be pointless but she might still do it, she thought, just to try to be normal and 


mainly to be prepared for the following winter. 


"Jack, sit down, please, you're making me even more nervous," she said watching him stare at the garden and 


pace around the living room. 

"Sorry," he said. 

He turned around and walked to the couch where Meg was sitting. 

"Can you stay overnight?," she asked. 

"No problem, anything to make sure you're ok" 

"Thanks," she said. "lm sorry if | keep you here instead of spending a night out or with friends." 

"l didn't have any plans for tonight," Jack confessed. "Who goes out in this weather anyway?" 

She eyed him up, just to try to see if he was sincere or just trying to make her feel less guilty. Jack liked to 
go out, so she thought he was just being nice. Then she thought that given the weather, he would have 
probably stayed home indeed. It was really bad outside. 

| have good wine to spend the evening, though,” she said with a smile. 


"To take your mind of the snow?" 


"Yeah, kind of. When | heard the forecast yesterday, | went to the liquor store and bought a few bottles. My 


survival kit." 
"I'll go open one," Jack said. 


While he was in the kitchen, Meg stood up and walked closer to the window, watching the snow fall 


continuously. 


She noticed Jack walking back into the living room through the reflection in the glass panel. He had tucked the 


opened glass bottle under his arm and was carrying two glasses. 

"There is so much snow already," she sighed. "How can people enjoy this?," she mused out loud. 

"Meg, really.. Stop looking at it. Don't you have a room with curtains we can stay in so you don't see it?" 
Meg turned around and tilted her head on one side. 


"The bedroom," she said with a coy smile. 


Jack grinned. 


"Then let's go there. | don't want to look at you staring through the window the whole evening and getting 
tenser by the hour." 


She gave him a guilty look, like a little girl who had been caught doing something she wasn't allowed to. 
"Upstairs," she indicated as she took a few steps towards the staircase. 


Jack followed her up the stairs trying not to look at her ass as she was climbing up a few steps ahead of him. 
He knew it was pointless to hope for anything with her. Somehow, though, this was even better. He could freely 


fantasize and look at her whichever way he fancied, it was harmless since nothing would happen. 


Meg turned to the left when she arrived on top of the stairs. Jack looked around. It was not the first time he 
was at her house since she had moved in but it was the first time he was coming upstairs. There were four 


doors around. Two were closed. Meg continued towards the room farther on the left and whose door was open 


Her bedroom was fairly large, or perhaps the lack of furniture made it look bigger than it was. There was only 
a bed, an armchair in one corner and a wide chest of drawer on a side wall. There were a couple more doors 
on one side, which Jack assumed were closets. The bed was facing a wall that had two large windows which 
both had long curtains which were almost touching the dark wood floor. Jack put the glasses and the bottle on 
top of the chest of drawers and went to close the curtains on one side while Meg was closing them on the 
other window. 


"So what are you planning to do while we're back here for a while?," Jack asked her while pouring wine in both 


glasses. 
He handed over one to her and took a sip of his. 
"For a while? You're sure?," Meg asked. 


"Haven't started to write anything. | wanna take a real break and relax. Maybe jam around with some old 
friends and their bands, nothing serious. I'd like to take it easy for a few months, enjoy spring and summer, 
travel a bit around.. Then I'll see." 


Jack was the one composing the songs. She had her input, of course, but it was minimal. Jack would always tell 
her that she had a much bigger influence on what he was doing than what she saw as end result of a song 
but she wasn't sure if he was saying that just to be nice to her. She never felt like writing anything, or 
rather, she would have but then what she would have written would have been lyrics which Jack would have 


sung and that was something she felt completely embarrassed about. There was probably no reason but this 


is how she felt about it. 


"What about you?,” Jack asked. 


She was sitting on the edge of the bed and he was standing a few feet away. He looked taller than she 


remembered. 

"| guess | will go and buy curtains for the living room," she said. 

Jack laughed. 

"Yeah, great idea. You gonna have all the time you need to look for the perfect style. 

| know what | want already," she replied 

"Good" 

“Something with white stripes," she grinned. 

"Very funny," he added. "Red or black?" 

"| could get one of each, as long as they have both white stripes. Will look nice and different.” 


Jack shook his head still laughing. He looked around. He hadn't paid attention at the room so far. It was very 
simple. The walls were a light grey color and the curtains were dark blue, almost navy. The bed on which Meg 
was sitting was neatly made. It had white sheets and pillows and a dark blue throw. There were modern white 
lamps on both bedside tables. The walls were not decorated. He guessed she hadn't had time for that either. He 
remembered their bedroom, at the home they shared when they were together and afterwards, when they 
were married. It was so much messier and cluttered and decorated. They had posters, paintings and frames 
and postcards on the walls. Meg was hanging them. She would never remove any, she would just add new ones. 


Jack didnt mind. Ht was a little chaotic and full of life, like she was. 

This room didn't look like Meg. It looked like a hotel room, a boring and plain hotel room. 
"You got to do something in here as well," he said pointing at the barren walls. 

"What do you mean?" 


"Don't know but.. It looks a bit too clean and empty. Where did you put all the stuff you took when you moved 


out?" he asked. 


He remembered the feeling of emptiness the night he walked into their bedroom after she had packed 
everything. Almost everything. There were a few pictures and a couple of paintings that belonged to Jack and 
she had left them on the walls. Jack thought it looked even worse that way. He was used to have so much 
around and now the few images that were hanging there just made it even more obvious that there had been 


many more but somehow they were all gone now and his few art pieces looked awkward and lonely without 


Meg's multitude of colorful pictures. 


"I have many unopened boxes in one of the extra bedrooms and in the small attic. They are there. | won't put 


them up though." 

Jack was surprised. 

"Why not?" 

"Can't you guess?,” she asked him. 

"No, | don't see why you wouldn't put them back on the walls." 
"Jack. This was our life. Now this is my life. Its different 


She took a long sip of wine and stood up to go and sit in the armchair in front of the bed, in the corner next 


to one of the windows. 

‘It's still your life, its just a different chapter,” Jack told her. 

She pretended she didn't hear him and just looked up at the ceiling. 

"Are you seeing anyone?," she asked him out of the blue. 

Jack knew she was upset now, most likely upset about what he had just said about her life, and the pictures. 
"We just came back from touring, like 3 weeks ago," he answered, 

"So?" 

"So, no. And even if | was seeing someone, | wouldnt tell you." 

"Why? We separated in a friendly way," Meg said. "l'm just curious." 


"Yeah, right. | am still your best friend and your bandmate but since you wanted to divorce, | think it is best | 
keep my dating life private." 


"| saw you hooking up with girls during the tour, you know. It's not like | can't see it. We are backstage 
together, at the after-parties.." 


Jack sighed and drank up the rest of his glass and went to pour himself a second one. 


"We can get two busses for next tour," he said. 


‘| didn't say it for that though | thank you for your thoughtfulness and not bringing girls in the bus while | am 
there too." 


"Can we switch the conversation back to your claustrophobic fear of snow, please?,” Jack inquired. 


"I thought you wanted me to stop watching the snow not to think about it. So | guess | should also not talk 
about it" 


She had a point, of course. 


"Then let's get drunk faster," Jack proposed, refilling Meg's almost empty glass and taking a swig straight from 
the bottle afterwards. 


"| met someone," she said. 

Jack almost chocked on the wine he had just gulped down 

"What? When?" 

"Last week." 

Jack wondered why he felt odd about this all of a sudden. He couldn't be jealous, really. They had just talked 
about him picking up girls after their gigs. Meg had never said anything and she wasn't jealous apparently. She 
was teasing him, or so it seemed. Was she jealous? Actually, it didn't matter. It was much more important to 
hear what was going on with Meg now than how she felt about his private life, which had been celibate for 
the last month or so. Jack preferred not to think about that. 

"Does he know who you are?," Jack asked. 

Meg chuckled at the way he phrased that. 

"You mean whether he knows | am the former Mrs. Jack White? Yes, he knows." 

Jack smiled at their little private joke. It was always funny to him to introduce her as Mrs. Jack White when 
they both knew that White was her own last name and he had taken it. She would usually retaliate with a joke 
about how he was so avant-garde for willingly being Mr. Meg White. 


"Just be careful, ok?," he said 


"Be careful? | am not a I5-year old girl going to her first prom night with a senior, Jack. | think | can handle 
dating," she replied. 


"Seriously, if you met him last week, how many dates have you had with him?" 
"Well... IF you must know.. 

Jack interrupted her. 

‘| mustn't, but I'm curious. You know? Because we separated in a friendly way," he answered quoting her. 
"Touché. Ok, so.. Two dates." 

"Two dates in one week? That's fast," Jack commented. 

"We had coffee the day after we met and he invited me for dinner last Friday." 
"Just dinner? Where did he take you?" 

"Ok, enough sharing," she said. 

"No, no, no.l'm your best friend, remember? So.. Was he a gentleman?" 

"Do you want to know if he paid for the meal?," she said with a smile. 

"No, | couldn't care less who picked up the check. But did he behave and kept his hands to himself?" 
"What if | told him he didn't need to?," she answered. 

"After one dinner? Really? | know you, Meg," 

"L am no longer the innocent sweet girl | once was, thanks to you." 

"You were never innocent, you just pretended to be to turn me on," Jack said. 
"That's not true. You just like to think this way." 

"Whatever. When do you see him again?" 

"| don't know. Anyway.. He's a nice guy." 

Jack chuckled at her comment. 

‘It won't last if he's a real nice guy." 


"Why do you say that?" 


“cause you like bad boys," Jack snickered. 

"No, | don't" 

"You married one." 

| divorced him." 

"Just means you're smart, but you still like bad boys." 

"Shut up and give me more wine," Meg replied 

"Getting drunk with a bad boy now.. You're getting worse," he said as he refilled her glass. 

"You're not a bad boy, Jack. You've always been the nicest one with me." 

Meg meant it. Jack was a bad boy for many things but with her, in their relationship, at the start and till the 
end, he had been great and had treated her well. They just couldn't handle being a couple anymore under the 
pressure that the media was putting on them and the band. 

Jack put the bottle on the floor and sat next to it, his back against the foot of the bed. 

"Why did you tell me about that?," Jack asked. 

"About what?" 

"Why did you tell me you met someone and you're dating?" 

‘| didn't want you to hear rumors or get to know about it by someone else." 

Jack nodded. That was a logical explanation Maybe it was the reason But maybe, he thought, Meg wanted to 
test him and see how he would react, see if he was jealous. Did she want him to be jealous? He wasn't sure 
she would have done that on purpose to gauge him. She wasn't like that. But fuck, he was jealous. He hated to 
admit it but it bothered him. Probably he would have been less jealous or less upset if she had had a one- 
night stand. Because that meant nothing. Dating was something else. Although, in hindsight, thinking about Meg 
sleeping with another man was not something he wanted to imagine or talk about either. Of course, it would 
happen. Probably it had happened already. They had been divorced for more than a year. Who did she sleep 
with since then? Did she sleep with anyone while they were touring? They had many hotel stays. She could 
have seen a guy and he wouldn't know. He couldn't picture her doing that but he did it with girls so.. Why 
wouldn't she? He could see how other guys would look at her. At their debut, and even now, for people who 


didn't really know, as they presented themselves as brother and sister, it wasn't rare to see guys hitting on 
her after the show. Yet, he couldn't really picture her picking up a random guy backstage and bring him to her 


hotel room to fuck. Jack didn't have double-standards, like thinking it was ok for a guy to do that, especially if 
you're a musician, but it wouldn't be ok for a female musician too do the same. Although, yeah, it wasn't 
probably that common. Oh, shit, that was way too much to think about. Why was he even thinking about all 
this? 

"Jack, baby.. What the hell are you thinking about?,” Meg asked. 

Jack snapped out of his pointless mind rambling and looked at her. 

"Jack?," she said again “You're thinking so hard that | can almost hear your brain at work What is it?" 

The last thing Jack wanted was to mention anything he had just thought about to her. 


"Nothing. Well, not nothing, but nothing you should know about." 


"Ok. You just seemed to be lost in your thoughts and angry and.. Are you bothered because | am seeing this 
guy?" 


"No, it's not that.. It's... Forget it, Meg. | ain't talking about that with you." 


Meg sighed and ran her hands in her hair, stretching her neck and back. She stood up and sat down on the 


floor next to him. 

"Remember when we split? We said we were doing it because it was putting stress on the band. We chose to 
save the band and the music. | don't want to do something that hurts you. You are the band, well.. Half of it. 
So it that bothers you.. Tell me." 


Jack wasn't sure what to say. 


"Fuck, Meg. What do you think? Of course it will bother me that you see someone else, sleep with someone 
else. Does it not bother you that | slept with girls while we were touring?" 


Meg had her most enigmatic smile on. The one she would put on during interviews to confuse journalists. God, 


Mona Lisa had nothing on her, he thought. 


"I don't like to think about the fact that you may be fucking another woman but | know you love me and you 


wanna make music with me. That's all that matters." 
Jack was a bit stunned by her answer. 
"| don't love.. | mean, of course, | love you.. Well, | mean, you know.. We're.” 


"Baby, we still love each other. Signing divorce papers did not make us feel different. Don't be so naive." 


"Don't call me baby, Meg." 
| know you like it" 
"Yeah, that's why you should not do that. And why the fuck did we divorce if we still love each other?" 


‘Its better this way. We are free to do whatever we want, no pressure, no stress. Focus on music, blah blah 


blah.. You don't remember?" 


It could have sounded catty the way she worded it but it did not. And she was right. He knew why they agreed 
to divorce, he knew why they did it. 


"Can | ask you something?,” Jack said. 

"Sure, | can always choose not to answer. 

"Did you sleep with other guys since we divorced? During the tour?" 

Meg bit her bottom lip and looked at Jack. 

"Yes and no." 

Jack stared at her thinking she was joking now. 

"That's not an answer," he said. “If you don't want to say anything, then don't reply at all." 
"It is an answer. Not during the tour but before we left.. It happened.” 

Jack bit his tongue not to say anything but he thought his look probably gave him away. 
"During the recording?" 


Let's not talk about that. I'm sure if you asked, it's because you knew already. You just wanted to double- 
check. | slept with other guys, but it doesn't change how | feel about you." 


Other guys? Plural? Shit, how many? How often? When she would show up for the recording at the studio 
early afternoon, maybe she just had slept the night before with someone else? Woken up in some guy's arms 
a few hours before arriving to work with him? 


"Why?," Jack asked. 


"Why what?" 


"Why did you sleep with other guys?" 
"Because | wanted to. Why do you sleep with other girls?" 


Jack sighed and shook his head, not willing to answer that. Instead, he just told her what he really wanted to 
say to her. 


"I loved to fuck you, Meg" 


Meg was a bit taken aback by what Jack had just said. Despite the word he used, she knew he meant it in the 


nicest way so she took the compliment with a smile. 

"Thanks, baby. Me too." 

By now Jack had asked and said way too much. It was ridiculous at this point but he couldn't stop himself. 
"Why don't we.. Reconsider? We could be friends with benefits?," he said. 

Meg frowned. 

"No, we couldn't be. We have feelings for each other, that's the problem. We love each other." 
Jack couldn't follow the logic. 

"You mean to say that we can't sleep together because we love each other?" 

"Yep" 

"You're drunk" 

"No, | am not. If we did sleep with each other again, it would be the same as before." 

"So.. What?" 


"So, nothing. We take care of each other, we play music, you get me through snowy nights and.. That's cool," 
she said. 


Meg brushed the back of her hand against Jack's cheek. She felt his stubble lightly scratching against her skin 
"| want you, Meg.. Don't touch me, this is not a good idea" 


‘lm sorry, alright. Just.. Think of me with other guys, that'll turn you off" 


Jack wasn't sure she was seriously suggesting that. 
"Maybe we should go to bed," she continued. 
Jack's eyes widened so much Meg thought he was having a stroke. 


"Separately. | made the bed in the spare room, next door. We obviously cannot talk anymore tonight and we 


cannot do anything else, so.." 
"You're kicking me out?" 

"Any better idea?," Meg inquired. 
"No." 


Jack stood up and picked up the bottle of wine. There wasn't much left in it. He thought he might go 
downstairs in the kitchen to open a second one and drink himself to sleep in the spare bedroom. Most likely the 
best idea he had this evening. 


"Jack..Thanks for staying, even with all this.. mess," Meg said. 
Jack just nodded and left, walking out and closing the door behind him. 


An hour and half a bottle of wine later, Jack was still wide awake, fully clothed except for his boots, lying on 
top of the bed in the spare bedroom. He was wondering if Meg was sleeping. He could go and check although 
going to look at her while she was sleeping could have been considered weird. It could creep her out in case she 
would wake up and notice him and even if she didn't wake up and see him, he would only make his blue balls 


case worse. So no, he wouldn't go and check what was going on next door. 


At least tonight, he knew she would sleep alone and he had made her feel good and relaxed. She had told him 
she loved him. There was still hope. Maybe when they'd work on their next album, he'd write her the most 
romantic and beautiful song ever. He would play it to her and after that she'd walk up to him and take his 
guitar away from his hands and climb onto his lap and be his all over again. Yeah, right. When hell freezes 


over... 


Jack turned to his side and watched the snow which was still falling. The windows in the spare bedroom didn't 


have curtains either. 


